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Room 513, Hyatt Place at Anaheim Convention Center 

David sighed as he glanced at the room number. He shook his head as he slid the key card in the slot and 
unlocked the door. His shoulders sagged and his hips and legs ached. He'd spent the day at the convention 
center, having to paste on that superstar smile and play his role. Inside, however, he was seething, yet again 
First thing in the morning, he'd been hit with the news. He should have expected it, really. As soon as Dave told 
him he was going to sit down with Jackie, David knew he'd hear about some boneheaded thing he said. He never 
imagined it would be this bad, though. 


"Ah, there you are. Listen, we have to go meet -" 


"Shut up." David groaned as he dropped his bag on the couch. "Just shut the fuck up for once in your stupid, 


sorry life." He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. 
"Junior, we have -" 


David lifted his head and snarled at the other man. He opened his mouth to say something and decided against 
it, instead waving a listless hand and then crossing to the bathroom and closing the door. Inside, he stood, 


staring at himself in the mirror. 

"Junior! We're going to be late!" 

"Fuck off, Dave! Go find another bass player!" 

After a moment of tense silence, he heard Dave mumble, "So that's what this is about." 


He shook his head and started to laugh softly, under his breath, at first. Then a little louder as he dropped his 
head. Every fucking time, David thought. For thirty - Jesus, thirty-three years - he's endured this. He yanked 
the door open and stomped up to Dave, grabbing a handful of the perfect red curls that David was such a 
sucker for. With his jaw clenched, he hissed as he pulled Dave back toward the bed. 


"Sit down" He growled at the older man. 


Dave's face was screwed up and he didn't even dare to struggle against David. He sat down, his head tilted into 
David's very firm grasp. 


"You don't fucking get it at all, do you? You can't do this!" 


"Do what?" 


For emphasis, David jerked his fist and pulled Dave's hair. "You didn't know if you'd have to find a new bass 
player to record the album? For fuck's sake, Dave." 


The redhead very gently tried to pull free from David's fist. "Listen, you were off doing the stupid Metal 
Allegiance thing and you just ." 


David sighed. He knew where all of this was headed. Exactly where it always headed - straight to Dave's 
insecurity. Straight to his fear of abandonment. He let go of Dave's hair and sat down beside him. The same 
hand that was yanking Dave's hair a second ago now very gently slid into the older man's hand as it sat limply 
in his lap. "You can't do this." Dave repeated in a soft voice. "When | came back, | came back on my terms, 
Dave. You said so, yourself. | can do other things, | can play music with other people. | can have my projects 


away from this band." 


"Away from me." Dave mumbled. 


"Yes, away from you. Because if don't get away from you sometimes, I'll straight up kill you." David gave him a 


soft smile. "I love you and you know | won't leave you." 

"How do | know that?!" Dave wailed. "You left me once before!" 

"You forced me to. And if you don't allow me to do these other things, you'll force me to again, Dave." 
"How come I'm not enough for you?" 


David sighed and rubbed his free hand over his face. "That's not what this is about." 


"But if | was enough, you wouldn't want to go and do all those things with other people. Do you have more fun 
with them?" 


"Right now, yes." 

Dave's face took on that familiar sneer. "Are you fucking them, Junior?" 

David abruptly stood up. "You're so stupid, Dave." He started for the door when Dave called out to him. 
"Junior! David, wait. Okay, I'm sorry. I'm sorry." 

David strode back to him and leaned over, placing his hands on Dave's knees and forcing him back as he got in 
his face. "Listen to me, you asshole. You're the only man I've ever loved and God help me, it hasn't be easy, 
but | chose you. | chose you and all of your bullshit. I'm sorry you had a shit life. I'm sorry that people let 
you down and abandoned you. But that's not me. That'll never be me. I'm the one person in your life that gets 
you. That understands what makes you tick. Don't you dare lash out at me when I'm standing right here. Right 


beside you. For life." 


Nose to nose, David grinned with satisfaction at Dave's wide eyes and astonished expression. He gave the older 


man's lips a quick kiss and straightened up. 
"I think you said we were going to be late for something?" 
Dave swallowed, taking a minute to gather himself. "Uh, no. No, we don't have to ..we can skip it" 


"Good." David purred as he lowered himself into Dave's lap. He stroked his fingers through Dave's hair, pushing 
it back, off his shoulders. 


Dave wound his arms around David's back and gazed into his eyes, a tiny, apologetic smile touched his lips. "l 


love you, Junior." 


"I know you do, baby." 


"You'll never leave me?" 
"Ill never leave you" 

"But you need to do other things sometimes” 
David nodded, "Yeah, | do" 

"But you'll always come back to me. 

He smiled softly. "Ill always come back to you" 
"Okay. lm sorry.” 

"| know, Dave" 


Dave tightened his arms around David and pulled him closer, tucking his head against David's chest. David 
pressed a kiss to Dave's head, gently stroking his hands over his hair. 


"Always come back." 


